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“Why I Believe in Santa Claus

r

% Citizens From all the Walks of Life in Rock Island Breathe True
Christmas Spirit in Letters to The Argus

Breathes there & man with soul so
dead, who mever to himself hath said
st some time In his life, “I do belleve
In Banta Claus.”

If thers be doubt in the mind of any
|boy or girl in Rock island who has
been striving to do Dis best or her
best in order to win the favor, either
in larger or smaller gusantity, of thel
mysterious Iittle elf, let his or her
doubts be forever dlapelled.

People of various avocations in Rock |
Island, grown people. too, have written |
The Argus letters expressing their
faith both in Santa Clsus and the
spirit that makes his visitations such
a gladsome cecasion for childbood.

8o that any boy or girl in Rock II—I.
land who fears that Santas Claus will |
|tall to visit every deserving child lnl
this city may put anxiety on that scare |

—~ s ——— = Tt S "

T “Twaa the night defore Christmas,

- And all through the '::::;g,
“Yes, Hirginia, There s a Santa Claus,” Wrote a Great
Editor to a Tittle Girl.

Not even & mouse’
And again

“He had a red nose

And a little round belly

That shook when he laughed

Like a bowlful of jelly.”

If these words portray not the truth,
then Indeed am I decelved.

HUGH E. CURTIS.

Once a little girl wrote this letter to Charles A .Dana, the great editor of the New
York S8un:

BEAL HAPPINESS,

Any move or any ideal that looks to
the making of children bhappy at
Christmas time Is a worthy one, True
happinesg is in making others happy
and there Is no happiness so real as In
seelng the innocent happiness of chil-
dren. H. H. HULL.

EMBODIMENT OF CHRISTMAS SPIRIT

I believe in the embodiment of tha
Christmas spirit of good cheer, kind-
ness, And thoughtfulness for others,
as personified in the Jolly old Santa
Claus,

It is difficult for a child to grasp an
idea In the abstract, therefore let his
little world be peopled with “Santa
Claus,” “Jack Frost,” “the Sandman"”
and others fromw the realm of fancy.

As he grows older, instead of losing
the idea of Santa Claus, let him em-
body the spirit of the dear old man,
and make it & part of himself to
manifest In deeds later in life.

Long llve Santa Claus, and all he
represents!

MARCGCARET

Dear Editor: I am eight years old. Some of my friends say that there is no
Santa Claus. Papa says: “If you see it in The Sun, it's so,”” Please tell me the
truth, Is there a Santa Claus? VIRGINIA O. HANLON.

And the editor of The Sun, mighty man of invective and sarcasm, became “‘even

as a little child,”” and wrote the following charming reply, than which in all the realm of
childhood sentiment there is nothing sweeter:
sride. Santa Clavs will be on the job |

1 Virginia: Your little friends are wrong. They have been affected by the skeptic-
= u'u:"',om g Sp— ] ism of a skeptical age. They will not believe except they see.
For three years The Argus has con- | Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus.
:“ﬂ-e"- with most gratitying ""“ml;“' He exists as certainly as love and generosity and devotion exist, an& you know
dren. sccompanied by what 18 koown| | that they abound and give to your life its highest beauties and joy.
es the Good Fellowship opportunity for Alas, how dreary would be the world if there were no S8anta Olaus. It would be as
f:,le;?,:]f‘:f:" d‘_’r’;’: ':_f‘i?}' ;’uzn"z," “'h“izl dreary as if there were no Virginias. There would be no c¢hildlike faith, no poetry, no
snterariss are Samilnr. to most pecple. romance to make tolerabl~ this existence. We should have no enjoyment except in
aod in order to bring the Santa Claus sense and sight. The eternal light with which childhood fills the world would be ex.
gantiment fn all that it means to child- tinguished
hood, home to those good-hearted peo- i X ] :
You might get your papy to hire men to watch all th: chimneys on Ohristmas eve
to catch Santa Clans, but eren if they did not see Santa Claus coming down, what
would that prove? Nobody sees Santa Claus. The most real things in the world are

ple who have slded The Argus Banta

Claus movement in the past and are
those that neither children »or men see. Nobody ~3n sce or imagine all the wonders
that are unseen and unsecs, le in this world.

aiding it this season, as well as to

show to the little people that their

elders have the same aifectionate fer-
vor for the little fat man that they|

{have, The Argus recently addressed a| . . "

1,,1;; nm: m?:u;i,:r of ;e.,;i:(m;:: You may tear apart th: baby’'s rattle and see what wakes the noise inside, but
there is a veil coverins the nnseen world which not the strongest that ever lived can
ever tear apart, Only faith, fancy, poetry, love and romance can push aside that cur-
tain and view the picture, susernal beauty and glory beyond.

Is it all real?. Ah, Virginia, in all this world there is nothing so real and abiding.
No Santa Olaus? Thank God, he lives and lives forever. A thousand years from

{en indiscriminately from the wvarlous |
walks of life in Rock Island, to this|

now, Virginia—mnay ten times ten thousand years from now—he will continue to make
glad the hearts of childhood.

A. GILES.

THE GEXEROUS IMPULSE.

The spirit of giving is composed of
two elements of human goodness: |
First, the generous impulse of a good |
heart; and, secondly, the socfal in-|
stinct that recognizes that man cannot
if he would, and would not if he could,
live whelly unto himeelf, What makes
the day glad? What precludes the in-
coming of the physical or mental pain
and worry? What makes the contem-
plation of the present, and the mem-
ory of the past, sweet?

It is very largely a good heart In
one's self and in those round about;
in family, in neighborhood, In citlzen-
| ship. Add to this a sociable nature, & |
| disposition to mingle with others, to |
| ehare, In commaon, joys and sorrows; |
in other words, to do team work, and |

we have the spirit of glring‘l‘ull up'l
and rounded cver. |

| effect:
THE INVITATION. !

“The Argus will be pleased to have|
| you write for It a story of about 100
|words on “Why I Belleve In Santa|
| Claus,’ to be published with similar
|c0mmun1cntium as & feature of The|
Argus Annual Banta Claus Fund for |
Poor Children.”

With rare exception the note was|
promptly answered. Fully 80 per cent | 5 ; i
|of the people addressed responded, | MISS DINA RAMSER. {steps leading into the basement, the
just as the mood happened to take| e — door flew cpen, and there, stood Banta
them at the time. Bome wrote that| : ‘ 8l | Claus, carrving a large basket, the
they were preparing replies to send in | other arm full of bundlss, and accom-
later, others ‘phoned that they would | panted by & beautiful young lady, who
be giad to write if they had the time, | also had her arms full of bundles, The
while today's mail brought s.mrerm-b children recovering from their great

surprise, looked on in amazement, as

MISS MARGARET GILES.

answere, too late for use in this cbm-|
nection. |

THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT. '
What s most significant in all the |

| all sorts of presents, toys of every de-
geription, books, warm mlittens, stock-
ings and caps, as well as bags contaln-

RCBERT W. OLMSTED.
PERPETUATES CHILD'S LIFE.

letters that appear in this cu:m.t-ct.ion,‘r
is the manmer in which all catch the
spirit of Christmas. All that pertnlnsl
to it In myth or legend or tradition
seems to arouse & feeling belonging
peculiarly to this time of year. Itis a
feeling of affection and of universal
good will and good cheer. But, read
| for yourself, why the older people of |
| Rock Island belleve In Santa Claus, as |
indloated by the letters that have been |
' sent to The Argus: |
| A REAL SANTA CLAUS STORY. .
“Auntie, do you belleve In Santa
Claus?" “"Why, yes, dear, to be sure | [
do. Let me tell you a story and then |
you will know why I belleve in him.
| Last year, just before Christmas, some |
|xood-hel.nod men, fearing that the |
task of looking up all the children was |
too much for Santa Claug who is grow- l
ing old yon kpnow, decided to help him
out. They started a Santa Claus fund | —/—————
and everybedy who wished ocould take |ecity. Misfortune had followed them to
o part In this good work. The people | their new home, which was a very
responded so well to thelr appeals, | poor one indeed, just two small rooms
that & generous sum wags soon realized, | in a basement—and one after the oth-
and this was placed in the handg of a | er, the members of this family were
commitiee who immediately got In|taken sick, the father first, then Dor-

I belleve in the Santa Claus legend, |
because it serves to perpetunate in the
life of the child an interesting romance !
which Is harmless in itself and is a
means of keeping alive the memories
and eustoms of the Christmas fostival.
If it can be called a delusion, it is one
of those cherlshed delusions of life of
which we never wish to be disillusion-
ed. It appeals to the child-heart as
nothing else in the round of the vear's
experiences ever does. It calls up as- |
gocjations which are precious to every
child and which tend to keep alive the
gift idea and cultivate the feeling of
generosity.

It has & world of meaning to the
child which we cannot afford to neg-
lact, It helps all of us, at least once a
year, to be like children and to sympsg-
thize with the innocent pleasures and
enjoyments of childhood.

It strengthens the sweet bonds of
home life, it makes sacred the mem-
orles and- customs of the nurgery and
the fireside, it connects the silent, holy
night of yule-tide with things spiritual |
and unseen in the wondering heart of
childhood. E. F. BARTHOLOMEW.

ing all sorts of good things, cranges,
apples, candy, nuts, and cakes, were
distributed, until every one was well
puppllied, and Oh! wonder of won-
ders! Dorothy found herself hugging
a large beautiful doll! Santa and his
companion disappeared ag suddenly as
they had appeered and after they wero
gone a large basket was opened,
which contalned everything Imaginable
necessary for a good Christmas dinner.

The next day a lady who dropped
|in to see the family, was greeted by
bappy Taced children, eager to show
thelr presents and Dorothy with shin-

} | Ing eyes cried, “Oh! Banta Claus
{camed to see us last might, and he
bringed 'me this dollie.” “And Mrs.
Banta Claus comed too, and she glv-
ed me this,” cried little Carl, joytully
banging away on hig drum.

The mother, with teara in her eyes,
tried to tell of what Santa’s visit meant
to them, of the good dinner they en-
joyved, which was the first for a long,
long time, and there in the damp,
dark basement came joy and happl-
ness, because Santa Claus had found
l(hem. DINA RAMSER.

H. E. CASTEEL .

the house who had been filling my
stocking for years with good things
and when I arose that Christmas morn-
ing, I was confident that my stocking
would be filled as usual.

It was, but the fllling wes ashes and

touch with Santa, and on Christmas |
eve many homes wera visited and
scoreg of children were made happy.
I haven't the time to tell you of all
the places that were visited, but |
will tell you of one family where San-
ta Claus' vigit was especially appre
clated.

Littls Dorothy, six yeurs of age, was
the eldest of a family of four chil-

dren, who had lately moved into the
DR. G. L. .EYSTER.
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othy and then the baby, too, became

| 11}, and it was a sad and discouraged

family indeed, who were looking for?
ward to the coming of Christmas day,
with not even enough food In the
house, Dorothy’ mother, usually so
hopeful and cheerful had just sald,
“Santa Claus will never be able to
find us this year,” when suddenly a
noise was heard as though some one
was falling down the dark nerrow

JUDGE C. J. SEARLE.

WHERE SANTA TAUGHT A LESSON,

The query indicates that some one
has doubt ag to the existence of Banta
Claus and for the benefit of that per-
son, I will tell how I discovered that
there really iz a Santa Claus. While
quite young, [ concelved the idea that
some one wag fooling me and I openly
evpressed my disbelief in Santa Claus.

I was gure that it was someone about

H. A. J. M'DONALD,

then I knew that Santa Claus had
punished me. Since then I have been
faithfu] to bhim and he geierally re-
members me.
0. L. BRUNER.
I BELIEVE IN SANTA CLAUS.

Aye, Aye; Oul, Oul; And once again
YOU BET I DO.

“Breathes there a man with soul so
dead, who never to himself has sald"—

F. G. YOUNG.

BECAUSE HE IS SO0 REAL.
Because he 1s 80 real, The thought of
dren, and because of It the stockings
are hung up, and there is a season

when every child tries his best to be

ing with the dispenser of so many real
Christmas surprises.

W. M. RECK.

Why do I belleve in SBanta Claus?

his coming brings such joy to the chil

good, that he may be in proper stand-

Bellef in Santa Claus enhances the

‘M. H. SEXTON.

—

, 1t o :

Pis




